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01 Titian, Raphael, Giorgione,

Whose art ev'n Nature hath outdone;

For if weak Nature only can

Intend., not perfect, what is man,

These certainly we must prefer,                            35

Who mended what she wrought and her;

And sure the shadows of those rare

And kind incomparable fair

Are livelier, nobler company

Than if they could or speak or see:                       40

For these I ask, without a tush

Can kiss or touch, without a blush,

And we are taught that substance is,

If unenjoy'd, but th' shade of bliss.

Now every saint clearly divine                          45

Is clos'd so in her several shrine;
The gems so rarely, richly set,
For them we love the cabinet ;
So intricately plac'd withal,

As if th' embroidered the wall,                              50

So that the pictures seem'd to be
But one continu'd tapestry.

After this travel of mine eyes,
We sate, and piti'd deities;

We bound our loose hair with the vine,                 55

The poppy and the eglantine;
One swelPd an oriental bowl
Full, as a grateful, loyal soul
To Chloris.   Chloris!   Hear, oh hear!
'Tis pledg'd above in ev'ry sphere.                        60

Now straight the Indians' richest prize
Is kindled a glad sacrifice;
Clouds are sent up on wings of thyme,
Amber, pom'granates, jessamine,
And through our earthen conduits soar                 65

Higher than altars fum'd before.

So drench'd we our oppressing cares,
And chok'd the wide jaws of our fears ;
Whilst ravish'd thus we did devise
If this were not a paradise                                    70